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Be Sure to Wear Some Flowers in Your Hair 


Petals loitered the hallway, a pink cobblestone path leading him through the house. At least that was his 
thought at the time, before the petals became sparser on the wooden floor. He stood at the bottom of the 
stairs, reading room to his left and the hallway veering mostly to his right, winding Towards the kitchen. 


The last of the petals looked up to him, mocking him at the crossroads of his journey. 


Later that night, everyone gathered in the kitchen for their dinner, Jimmy bringing lyrics they'd been working 
on earlier to the table while Jonesy brought utensils, he couldn't help himself. "Who brought the flower girl 
into the house?" 


Bonzo was already exploring the fridge but that didn't stop him from expressing his confusion, though whether 
he was questioning last nights' leftovers or him was uncertain. He stood up straight, hands full with vegetables. 
"Why would we have a girl in the house?" Moving towards the cutting board Bonzo started to laugh. "Or is 


there something you and Jimmy aren't telling us?" 


"Someone brought in flowers from outside - the petals had been on the floor," Robert explained, smirking 


faintly at the barb. 


With one of the knives from the block Bonzo started chopping carrots, the sound and movement precise as 


though he was handling his drumsticks. "Oh yeah, | saw them too." 


"And neither of you didn't think of cleaning them up?" Two place settings set down, the other two pushed into 
the middle of the table to allow Robert and Jimmy to work on the songs further, Jonesy crossed his arms. It 


wasn't a stern stance at all, tempered by the amused look he gave Robert. 


"We're here for business, not for house-keeping," Robert reminded, pulling his chair around to sit beside 


Jimmy. 


"Besides, you do well enough to keep the place tidy for us." Bonzo laughed louder when Jonesy spun towards 
him, undaunted for the knife he was still wielding. "And for another, the person who trekked them inside in the 


first place should be responsible for cleaning them up." 
"And who would that be?" Jonesy asked, glancing between him and Robert. "Neither of you, of course." 
"Of course," Robert agreed, curled fingers against his mouth as though they would conceal his smile. 


"Not me," Jimmy added. His curt tone and the loud clacking of pen against paper was a sure enough sign that 


he wanted to get down to the song and abandon frivolous conversation. 
"| guess | have a flower girl to chastise." 


Yet his curiosity wasn't sated, only fed more when he woke up the next morning. Yawning and ambling down the 
stairs he started at seeing a new sparse trail of petals, this one a richer pink than the pale hue of the 
previous day. A few dainty petals led into the curve towards the kitchen but this time he followed the path in 


the direction where it came from. 


He scoffed as he finally arrived at the back door, at last turning away. He had watched Jonesy put the broom 
and dustpan in the closet the night before while he and Jimmy worked. It stood to reason it was his turn to 


clean 


He wasn't ready to give up yet though. 


The house was warm at the best, and rarest, of times but that morning the chill wasn't working into his 
bones like it usually did Robert would've taken the opportunity to enjoy his bed and keep on sleeping but even 
the sun chose that moment to tickle his other senses, splashing the vaguest hints of yellow and pinks into the 


room. 


His curious mind pinged, thinking that the air smelled sweeter, of flowers and trees enjoying the warmth and 


light, ready to spread their fragrance to everyone, outside and inside. 
Robert sat up in bed, shaking his hair and blinking. 


It didn't take him long to dress, abandoning the effort of propriety by pulling on his clothes from yesterday. It 
was only them in the house, no women to impress. Technicians came and went as they pleased, sometimes 

spending the night or several, but they were all accustomed to the oddities of professional musicians, including 
their inclination of day-old clothes. Besides, he was about to venture outside and if he got dirty he may as well 


wear the same clothes. 


No petals showed him the way, coming or going, which almost gave him pause. Instead he ventured outside. 
Remarkably it was even warmer outside than it was inside. It was early enough that the sun wasn't too bright 
to make him shield his eyes. He hadn't spent a lot of time in the back garden, on account of spending their 
days working and the nights being a bit too cool to just sit outside and relax. Early in the morning, the rest of 
the house asleep, he wasn't sure if he wanted to explore or simply settle in to watch the garden wake up to 
the day. Watching sounded good, as simple it may be. Turning to the door, deciding a tea would be all the 
company he needed, he started as he heard the crunch of a footstep break the silence. 


A flash of colour that was neither flower nor bird darted out and then back behind a tree within a copse 
towards the furthest corner of the property. The trees didn't stand out in his mind as anything special but his 
eyes instantly fell to the variety of wildflowers that grew in clumps around the trees. There were reds and 


purples but more importantly there were various shades of pink amongst them. 


Grinning to himself, forgoing tea, Robert walked out past the patio. "No flower girl for me, time to find out 
who's my flower boy." 


Walking briskly, then slowing his pace in order to surprise his friend, whoever it happened to be, Robert kept 
his breathing low and steady. He strained to make out the voice that was hidden amongst the trees, wondering 
only briefly why anyone would be talking to himself when he noticed two arms. That wouldn't have piqued his 
interest had it not been two arms clothed in different colours, two people facing each other, at least as best 
they could when one stood over the other, one comfortably seated with his back against a tree trunk 


"Does it matter why I'm out here?" Had he been closer he might've heard an answer but instead the same 


voice continued. "It's nice out, what else do you need to know? l'm relaxing and enjoying myself 


Robert made a face to the back of the tree. then another as he wondered if he truly was looking at the back 
of the tree. He couldn't get a good view of Jonesy with all the trees in the way, now that he knew that it was 
him. There wasn't anywhere he could watch from that would provide him a direct view. The other man had 

certainly found himself the perfect private spot. Deciding that it wouldn't hurt to get closer, knowing that the 


trees would hide him, eavesdropping would have to make do for what he couldn't see. 


"Are you sure you're not hiding from me?" Robert held back his snort at recognising Jimmy's voice once he 


was settled back against the biggest, and widest, of trees. 


"Hardly," Jonesy reassured him. "Maybe l'm hiding from everyone else. There are nosy people in the house. It's 


hard to go anywhere without someone noticing.” 
"Is that meant to be a hint?" 


"Think about it this way - | haven't told Robert or Bonzo. They don't even know | have been sneaking out here 


early in the morning. You've been the only one to make the discovery." 


"So you - and now | - are." Puzzling out what it was that Jonesy was implying, Jimmy went silent. Robert was 
trying to work it out too but he was several seconds behind. Perhaps Jimmy was that much sharper than 
him, perhaps he didn't see the clue that Jonesy was giving him, but with a murmured sound, delighted and 
smug all at once, Jimmy knew. Sounds of movement followed, a laugh and lower words next, had Robert near 


muttering, craning his head against the bark but seeing nothing of what was happening on the other side. 


Stepping widely to bypass the flowers and grass that he would've torn up with his feet he reached a 
respectable difference where he was fairly sure he wouldn't be heard from. That goal had to have been 
accomplished for the fact that he couldn't hear either of them anymore, which was both a relief and a taunt. 
He was still no closer to knowing what they were doing and yet he still wanted to know. Was there a chance 
that they wouldn't hear or see him if he moved behind a different tree for a better view? The trees were 
fairly old, their age adding width to conceal him, surely he could get something of a glimpse of them. 


Circling cautiously, waiting to hear any question of who goes there but hearing none, he found himself peering 
around the next biggest tree. Luck would have it that it provided him with the best perspective to observe 
Jonesy and Jimmy from, hands fumbling with clothing. 


His eyebrow shot up, lips firmly pressed together. 


"I am not-" Jonesy gasped as Jimmy's hand did something under his shirt, the other hand trying to peel the 
fabric further up. "Taking off my shirt." 


"You've never resisted before," Jimmy countered. He didn't entirely stop with undressing him, instead undoing 


the button and fly of his jeans. 
"Clearly you've never had the experience of having weeds scratching your back before." 
Robert bit back a sricker, Jimmy smirking. "And you have?" 


"Yes." For his own argument Jonesy didn't hesitate to pull off Jimmy's shirt, running calloused fingers along his 


ribs, drawing immediate shivers from him. "Do you need me to teach you the fine art of doing this outside?" 


"Can't be too different from the indoor variety" To prove his point, hastily pulling off shoes and socks to 


remove jeans, underwear hidden within for the fact that Jonesy was bare from the waist down, Jimmy 


brought his hand to his mouth. Jonesy caught his wrist before he could, nipping at his fingers, kissing at the 
tips before sealing their lips together. For all his intentions to keep quiet Robert swallowed back a gulp, leaden 
shock that weighed low in his belly turning heavy for a different reason. 


Jimmy's hands were soon on Jonesy's face, twisting him into kisses that made up for the shifting of hips not 
doing all they wanted. Jonesy was working on unfastening Jimmy's pants, unable to pull them off for Jimmy 
kneeling before him. If it was a deterrent neither one showed it. They looked too eager to stop for anything, 
Jonesy stroking Jimmy's length while Jimmy's fingers raked through his hair. 


"If | had known all this time that you spent all your mornings out here. shit." A groan twisted into a curse 
Jimmy pushed his knee against the tree, Jonesy sucking along his shoulder. 


"You never struck me as the type who'd be willing to do this outside," Jonesy pointed out, his statement calm 
despite the way his body responded eagerly to Jimmy. 


"I had to wait this long, I'm not going to be picky." Apparently he wasn't going to be patient either, growling and 
batting away Jonesy's hand from his cock. Jonesy grabbed his hand once again, this time to suck his fingers 
into his mouth. Another groan had Jimmy unfolding his legs, struggling to kick his shoes free in order to get 
his pants off the rest of the way. "After everyone goes to bed you are coming to my room. I'm going to make 


you yell right now because otherwise there's no way either of us will be quiet tonight" 


"God yes." The hissed agreement sizzled down Robert's spine. His gaze may've been blurry, or it may have just 
been the confusion of hands unable to compromise, but it took a few seconds too long for everyone involved 
for fingers to slide inside. Jonesy sucked in a breath, exhaling slowly. It didn't take as much time for legs to 
bend and curl, accommodating each other. "Now, do it" His heel pushed against Jimmy's backside harder than 


he intended, kneading fingers at his shoulders encouragement that really wasn't needed. 


Sinking down and nearly wincing, Jonesy hitched himself up briefly, the small of his back raking against the tree 
trunk. Had that hurt Jonesy didn't show any sign of discomfort, squeezing Jimmy's shoulder. It was the cue 
that he'd been waiting for, letting Jonesy seat himself fully. Slow movements were the first made between 
them, gauging where each other was at. It didn't take long for them to find a rhythm, losing the cautious edge 


and meeting each other force for force, drawn out but deliberate. 


"Right. unnh, yeah, there." Hooking his hand around to take a grip of Jonesy's shoulder Jimmy pulled down on 
him, a near silly movement for Robert's eyes since Jonesy wasn't resisting, moving in syne with him. Robert 
didn't complain for the aesthetic, the throbbing in his pants hard to argue. 


"l. oh my.. now." A slow twist of hips on the next downward drag sent them gripping each other harder. Half- 
blowing hair out of his face Jonesy released a shuddering pant. "I need down, | need harder than this." 


Lying in the dirt didn't look it would keep Jonesy from getting more weeds on his back, the way his shirt 
rucked up. Their haste in the matter was to blame, the few seconds they separated to lie down being the 
most time they were willing to waste before picking up where they left off. "Much better," Jimmy agreed, 


smiling as he bore down on Jonesy. 
Filing away their exclamations for future reference, namely for the matter in his pants that he would be 


handling in a matter of minutes, Robert crept away, though he was sure at this point in time neither of them 


wouldve cared had they known someone had been watching. 


"You know, it's kind of funny." Robert commented loudly, catching Jonesy and Jimmy's attention as they 


entered the house, looking none the worse for wear. 
"What would that be?" Jimmy asked, shutting the door behind him. 


Sipping on his tea, Robert tipped his head up in thought. "Well, | always just assumed someone was walking in 
the flowers when they decided to bring them into the house." 


"That's normally how it happens,” Jonesy agreed, making his way to the direction of the stairs. 


"Probably." Twisting his free hand in consideration Robert continued. "But that doesn't explain why you've got 


those flowers caught in your hair." 
Any retorts Jonesy might've had conceded at the point, acknowledged with a smile. "I was sitting under a tree." 


"That would happen" Unable to keep back his smirk any more Robert motioned him to continue towards the 
stairway. "But make sure to get all the dirt off your legs, and Jimmy's too. I'm sure it would chafe a lot." 


A sputter sounded from behind his shoulder but Robert was more interested in the arched eyebrow that 
Jonesy gave him. "Are you sure that's the only thing that got chafed? You were the one who was all excited 


about flower girls." 


Humming lightly in consideration, and silently notching a point in Jonesy's favor, he took another sip. "Wouldn't 
you like to know." Taking his tea to the seating room, and casting a swift glance to check on Jimmy's pink 


cheeks, Robert settled in on the couch, grinning mightily. 


